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Chapter 1 by Alice Marie Bride 
The low clouds roi! in, 
Hanging low and deary, 

The Wolf stands alone, 

Legs tired and weary. 


The Wolf stands tall, despite the casualties, 
Once lunar fur crusted with blood, 

The Wolf stands alone, 

Mourning the loss of her beloved. 


The Mist at Dawn covers her face, 
Masking the tears that she shed, 
The Wolf stands alone, 

Washing away the essence she bled. 


What once was bright was now as black as pitch, 


A soft heart trirned ta stane 
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Fearing what will lye ahead, 
Walking every so carefully, 
As the Mist at Dawn spread. 


Maybe The Wolf should turn back now, 
While there was still the chance, 

The Wolf all of a sudden stopped, 

And stood in a cautious stance. 


Something was moving out there, 
In the Mist at Dawn, 

The Wolf didn't know what It was, 
Until The Wolf saw a fawn. 


The fawn cautiously approached The Wolf, 
She was tired and weak, 

The Wolf slowly backed away, 

The Wolf headed for the creak. 


Chapter 3 by Gregory Jaime 


The fawn followed 

Tripping on leaves and twigs 
Down the creek with the wolf 
They stopped to listen 

Night was on its way 

Not a sound, a squeal, a crick 
Just them 

Surrounded by darkness 

The stars came 

Filling the night 
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It laid down and closed its eyes 


Chapter 4 by Erika Logofet 


The wolf did not know what to do. 
He lay there with the fawn, 

He was confused so he decided 
To make the fawn warm. 

He curled around the fawn, 
Putting his ear to its chest. 
Waiting to hear its beat 

Nothing. 

Beat. 

The wolf was not sure what just happened, 
Did a squirrel make the sound? 
He listened again. 

BEAT 

BEAT 

The fawn was alive. 


Chapter 5 by Erika Logofet 


The fawn's eyes flashed open 
Staring straight at the wolf. 

The fawn looked absolutely fine, 
But one thing was different. 


The eyes. 


They weren't blue as the sea, 


Instead they were pitch black. 
The wolf whimpered. then growled. 
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The sun. 
And moon. 


Chapter 6 by Erika Logofet 


The wolf was dead. 
The fawn was grateful. 
He knew it was wrong, 
To kill the wolf. 


It was unfair. 

The wolf deserved to live, 

The fawn focused on the wolves corpse. 
He will live once more. 


The fawn glared deeply, 
into the wolves heart. 
The fawn was scared. 

It didn't know what to do. 


The fawn made a decision. 

The fawn collapsed. 

The wolf stood up. 

Confusion buzzing through it's mind. 


The wolf was immortal. 

Now it could control everything. 
The fawn gave him life. 

With a price. 


The mist at dawn covered the wolf. 
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ten, twenty, thirty days go by. 
It doesn't need to drink. 


It doesn't need to eat. 


There is no point for him to live. 
Everything he does doesn't affect him. 
The wolf glared at the moon. 

The moon glared back. 


He wanted to die. 

A slow painful death. 
He didn't deserve this. 
He want's to leave. 


Day by day his sanity lowered, 
Dragging him to insanity. 

Down, down the rabbit hole. 
Down to the world of nightmares. 


His grey fur was crumpled, 


His eyes were deep red. 
His mouth was leaking blood. 
The wolf was insane. 


The wolf wasn't hungry. 

But it still glared at the fawn, 
with it's hungry, vicious eyes. 
It's mouth watered. 


Crunch, crunch. 
It's footsteps left marks in the snow. 
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Tears ran down the wolf's eyes. 
Why? 


Chapter 8 by Tricia L 


She stumbled along the path 
Storms ever following in its wake 


The Fawn was not to be remembered 
For anything but its foolishness. 


The travelers were warned 
Of the maniacal wolf. 
Always haunting the edge 
Of rational thought or care. 


It cried and laughed as it realized 
What others always searched for 
Was forced upon her 

Like trees blowing over. 


The Wolf, in anger, in hatred 
Of all the unforgiving world 
Made a choice. 

Peace- at least for her. 


She, nonsensical, as her sanity went, 
Plunged the world in an abyss of silence. 
Peace, at least, at last, 

Perhaps she could find. 


A sacrifice was made 
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